i4o               JUDITH PARIS

a creature of one impulse ami one impulse only,
Nothing now was alive for her in the world save
David,"her house meant nothing to her, her
children meant nothing to her* she meant nothing
at all to herself. She would not speak to Francis,
She looked through him as thouch he were not
there. She regarded none of them very in-
tently. They were shadows to her. She seemed
in one half-hour to become of a thinner, straighter
figure; the colour left her checks* her eyes held
a steely radiance, her voice, a hard metallic ring.
Something masculine that had hern perhaps always
in her personality came out now very queerly,
save when she was in David's room; there she
wan soft, gentle, maternal, David had always
been her child; now her love fnr him burnt with
twice the earlier intensity because he was alto-
gether dependent on her, I ft* lay there, a huge
bulk, beneath the clothes only his eyes moving.

Judith watched all thi* with an acute percep*
tion, but in the first weeks her thoughts were all
for Francis. She longed to tell him what she
felt; at last she had her op|*ortunity,

One evening, a cold wet August night drawing
on, at the turn of the stairs on the upper passage
beyond her room, she ran into him in the half
dusk. His hands held her in the tirst shock of
their contact, She could feel how they trembled.
And at once, deeply moved by that trembling,
she began, not weighing her words nor thinking
of anything but that she must comfort him:

* Don't go* Don't go, I have been wanting
to speak to you for these weeks past, I know